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is the one place where every Moslem longs to be buried.
Friends who carried the body in accordance with
venerable custom filed up the bleak hills outside the
town, the necessary prayers were said and the soul of
Zain Wallie passed to the Houris' Bowers.

The time came to open the sealed document that
held the scholar's will. All the relatives, the cadi, the
dead sage's friends arrived and sat on divans, waiting
for the tidings.

"In the name of Allah/' the bearded reader com-
menced the proclamation of the old man's testamentary
wishes.

One  asset  after  another  was  disposed  of......to  an

elder son went the perfumed books, to an ancient
friend some beautiful carpets, to a brother an em-
broidered curtain. So the chattels of Zain Wallie
passed. Most pupils and even the slaves had been
thought of.

Yet the droning voice behind the prayer-mat did
not mention a young Cape Town follow, the boy who
the Matof held almost dearer than a child.

Houses, slippers, scrolls with precious manuscripts
were finished. Then the reader announced: "To my
beloved Abdul Mallik, the ring with the milk-coloured
stone. May it bring blessing/'

"A strange gift, a very strange gift/1 spoke all the
Meccans after they saw the little piece of jewellery,
so unpretentious, nay shabby, after the splendid legacies
of other heirs. They leant their faces over it and fingered
the simple hoop.